288	A MODERN COMEDY
On that first day of the Eton and Harrow match all
the forfeited heat of a chilly summer had gathered and
shimmered over Michael, on the top of his Bank 'bus ;
shimmered over straw hats, and pale, perspiring faces, over
endless other 'buses, business men, policemen, shopmen at
their doors, sellers of newspapers, laces, jumping toys, end-
less cart, and cabs, letterings and wires, all the confusion of
the greatest conglomeration in the world—adjusted almost
to a hair's-breadth, by an unseen instinct. Michael stared
and doubted. Was it possible that, with everyone pursuing
his own business, absorbed in his own job, the thing could
work out ? An ant-heap was not busier, or more seemingly
confused. Live wires crossed and crossed and crossed—
inextricable entanglement, you'd say ; and yet, life, the
order needful to life, somehow surviving ! * No slouch
of a miracle !' he thought, ' modern town life 1 ' And
suddenly it seemed to cease, as if demolished by the ruthless
dispensation of some super Sibley Swan ; for he was staring
down a cul-de-sac. On both sides, flat houses, recently
re-buffed, extraordinarily alike ; at the end, a flat buff
house, even more alike, and down to it, grey virgin pave-
ment, unstained by horse or petrol; no cars, cats, carts,
policemen, hawkers, flies, or bees. No sign of human life,
except the names of legal firms to right and left of each
open doorway.
" ' Cuthcott, Kingson and Forsyte, Commissioners for
Oaths : First Floor.' "
c Rule Britannia!' thought Michael, ascending wide
stone steps.
Entering the room to which he had been ushered, he saw
an old and pug-faced fellow with a round grizzled beard,
a black alpaca coat, and a roomy holland waistcoat round
his roomy middle, who rose from a swivel chair.
" Aoh ! " he said,' £t Mr. Michael Mont, I think.    I've

